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Thefirjl Tart of.Henry tbeSixt. 


Lawyer. Vnleffe my Studic and my Bookes be falfe, 
The argument you held,was wrong in you; 

In figne whereof.I pluck a white Rofe too. 

Torkf . Now Somcrfety where is your argument? 

Sow. Herein my Scabbard, meditacingjthat 
Shall dye your white Rofe to a bloody red. 

TVi^Mcane time your cheeks do counterfeit our Rofes: 
For pale they locke with fearers witnefling 
The truth on our tide. 

Som. No Plantagenet: 

’Tis not for feare,buc anger, that thy cbeekes 
Blulh for pure fhame,to counterfeit our Rofes, 

And yet thy tongue w ill not confell'e thy error. 

Torke. Hath not thy Rofe a Canker y Sowerfet ? 

Som . Hath not thy Rofe a Thorne, Plantagenet ? 
Torke. I,lharpe and piercing to maincaine his truth. 
Whiles thy conform ng Canker eates his falfehood. 

Sfljtf.WelljIle find friends to weare my bleeding Rofes, 
That ihall maintaine what I hauc laid is true, 

Where falle Plantagenet dare not be feene. 

Yorke. Now by this Maiden Bloflome in my hand, 

I fcorne thee and thy fafhion,peeuifo Boy. 

Stiff. Turne not thy fcorncs this way, Plantagenet . 
Torke . Prowd Toole 1 1 will, and fcorne both him and 
thee. 

Sujf. He turne my part thereof into thy throit. 

Som. Away,away,good Williamde U Poole, 

We grace the V coman,by conueifing wich him. 

Warw. Now by God* will thou wrong’ft Wim.Somcrfet: 
His Grandfather, was. Lyonel Duke of Clarence, 

Third Sonne to the third Edward King of England: 
Spring C-eftlcffe Yeomen from io deepe a Root ? 

To He beares him on the place’s Priuiledge, 

Or durft not for his crauen heart fay thus. 

So ft. By him that made me* He maintaine my words 
On any Plot pf Ground inChriftendomc. 

Was not thy Father,&V£^,Eirle of Cambridge, 

For Trcafon executed in our late Kings dayes i 
And by his Treafon, ftand’ft not thou attainted, 
Corrupted,and exempt from ancient Gentry i 
His Trefpas yet hues guiltie in thy blood. 

And. till thou be reftor*d,th'o'u art a Yeoman. 

Torke. My Father was attached, not attainted. 
Condemn’d codyc for Tiealon ; butno Traytor; 

And that He.proue on better men then Somerjet , 

W p re growing time once ripened to my will. 

For your partaker Poole , and you your felfe, 
lie note you in my Booke of Memorie, 

To fcourge you for this apprehenfion: 

Loukcro ix. vtycll.and fay you arc well warn’d. 

Som. Ah,thou foalt finde vs ready for thee foil: 

And know vs thefe Colours for thy Foes, 

For the r e my friends in fpight of thee lhall weare. 

Yorkg. And by my Soule,this pale and angry Rofe, 

As Cognizance of my blood«drinking hatjg, 

Willi foreuer,and my Faction weare, 

Vntdl it wither with me to my Graue, 

Or flourifli to the height of my Degree. 

Sujf Goc forward,and be.choak’d with thy ambition: 
And fo farwelljvntill I meet thee next. Exit. 

Som. Haue with thee Poole: Farwdl ambitious /Ji- 
chard. Exit. 

Torke. How 1 am brau’d, and mult perforce endure 
it? c s udv~r?.r,-; y 

Warw. This i*Jo: ;tha* they obieft againfi yourHoufe, 
Shall be whipt out in the next Parliament, 


Call’d for the Truce of Winchefier and Clouce/l T—- 
And if thou be not then created Torke J 
I will not Hue to be accounted Warwick?. 

Mcane time,in fignall of my loue to thee 
Againft prowd Somcrfct* and William Poole 
Will I vpon thy partie weare this Rofe. # 

And here I prophecie: this brawlc to day, 

Grownc to this fa£Hon in the Temple Garden 
Shall fend betweenc the Red-Rofc and the Wh' 

A thoufand Soules to Death and deadly Njoh t ^ 
Torke. Good Matter Vernon,\ am bound to v 
That you on my behalfc would pluck a Flower ^° U> 
Fer. In your behalfe foil will I weare th^ fo* 
Lawyer. And fo will I# C# 

Torke. Thankcs gentle. 

Come, let vs foure to Dinner: I dare fay, 

This Quarrell will drinkc Blood another day. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Mortimer , brought in a Chayre 
and I ay lore. 

Ttiort. Kind Keepers of my wcake decaying Age 
Let dying l Mortimer here reft himfclfe. * 1 

Euer. like a man new haled fiomthc Wrack, 

So fare my Limbes with long Iiiiprifonmcnt; 

And thefe gray Locks,the Purfuiuants of death 
Neftor-hVc aged, in an Age of Care, 

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 

Thefe Eyesjikc Lampcs,whofc wafting Oyle is fn enr 
Waxe dimmers drawing to their Exigent. J 

Weake Shoulders,ouer-bome with burtheningGricfc 

And pytn Jcffe Armes,hkc to a withered Vme ' 

T hat droupes his lappc-leffe Branches to the ground 
Yet arc thefe Feet,whofe ftrcngth-leffc ftay is numme 
(Vnablcto fupport this Lumpe of Clay) 
Swift-winged with defire to get a Graue, 

As witting I no other comfort haue. 

B.it tell me,Keeper, will my Nephew come ? 

Keener. Richard Plantagenet >my Lord,will come; 
We fenc vnto the Temple,vnto his Chamber, 

And 3nfwer was return’d,that he will come. 

Morr. Enough: my Soule (hall then be fatisfied. 
Poore Genrleman,his wrong doth equal! mine. 

Since Henry Monmouth firft began to rcigne. 

Before whole Glory I was great in Armes, 

This loathfome fequeftration haue I had; 

And euen fince then,hath R/cW^beeneobfcur’d, 
Depriu’t! of Honor and Inheritance. 

But now,the A> bitrator of Dcfpaires, 

Juft Death,kinde Vmpireof mens miferies, 

With fweet enlargement doth difmiffe me hence; 

I would his troubles likewife were expir’d, 

That fo he might rccouer what was loft. 

Enter Richard. 

Keeper. My Lord,your louing Nephew now is come 
Mor. Richard PUntagcnet, my friend, is he come? 
Rich. I,Noble Vnckle,thus ignobly vs d, 

Your Nephew,late defpifed Richard, comes. 

Ttlort. Direct mine Armes,! may embrace his Neck, 
And in his Bofoir.e fpend my latter galpe# 

Oh tell me when my Lippes doe touch his Chcekes, 
That I may kindly giue one fainting Kiffe. 

And now declare lwert Stem from Torkes great Stock, 
Why didft thou fay of lace thou were defpis d ? 
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-.rrasiS^ a § cd Arme, 

/ItbccareaietellchcemyDaealc. 

And 5 J in argument vpon a Cafe, 

Ihis^y . ^rew’twixe Somcrfet and me. 

*?££££**'** his c r gue> 

vpbrayd. me with my Fathers death; 

A "l-K obloauie let barres before my tongue, 

W ht . h t | ic like I had requited him. 

good Vnckle, for my Fathers fake, 

f'honorof a true Plantagenet, 

I 11 * 1 . 0 . 11 Alliance lake,declare the caufe 
An< c°her Earle of Cambridge.loft his Head, 

, That caufe(faire Ne P hcw)that imprifon’d ms, 

, ?hath detayn’d me all my flowring Youth, 

S!hin a loathfome Duogeon, there to pyne, 

£ carfed lottrume.it ol hisdeceafe. 

^Rich Difcouer more at large what caufe that was, 
c Tamienort n t,aodcannot guefle. 

y irt , 1 will,'f that my fading breath permit. 

AndDe«h approach not,ere my Talc be done, 
ton the Fourth,Grandfather to this King, 
omns’d his Nephew Richard,Edwards Sonne, 

•rJtirft begotten, and the lawfull Heire 
0 (Edward King,the Third of that Defccnt. 

Dating whofe Rcigne,the Percies of the North, 

Finding his Vfurpation mold vniufl, 

Hndcuour’d my aduancemenc to the Throne. 

The rwfon mou’d thefe Warlike Lords to this, 
W.sTorthat ('young Richard thus remou’d, 

Leauingno Heire begotten of his Body) 

I was the next by Birth and Parentage: 

For by my Mochcr,I deriued am 

From Lionel Duke of Clarence,third Sonne 

To King Edward the Third; whereas bee. 

Fromof Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 

Being but fourth of that Heroick Lyr.e. 

But marker as in this haughtie great attempt. 

They laboured,to plant the rightfull Heire, 
lloil my Libertic, and they their Liues. 

Long after this,when Henry the Fift 

(Succeeding his Father Bttllingbrooke) did reigne; 

Thy Father^Earlc of Cambridge.then deriu’d 
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of Yorke, 

Marrying my Si Aer,that thy Mother was; 

Againe.in pitty of my hard diflicfle, 

Leuied an Army,weening to redeeme, 

And haue inflall’d me in theDiadcroe: 

But as the reft,fo fell that Noble Earle, 

Andwas beheaded. Thus the c ‘Mortimers, 

Inwhom the Title relied,were fuppreft. 

Rich. Of which.my Lord,your Honor is the 1 aft. 
Meet. True; and thou feeft,that I no IlTue haue. 

And that my fainting words doe warrant death; 

Thou art my Heire; the rcft,I wifh thee gather: 

But yet be wary in thy fludious care. 

Rich .Thy graue admonifliments preuayle with me: 
But yet methinkes,my Fathers execution 
Was nothing leffe then bloody Tyranny. 

Mm, With fllcnce,Nephew,be thou pollitick, 

Strong fixed is the Houfe of Lancafter, 

And like a Mountaine,not to be remou’d. 

But now thy Vnckle is vemouing hence. 

As Princes doc their Courts, when they are cloy’d 
With long continuance in a fetlcd place. 

Rich.O V nckle,would fome part of my young yeercs 
light but redeerue the paflage of your Age. 


Mart. Thou do’ll then wrong me,as f flaugluererdoth. 
Which giueth many Wounds.whenone will kill. 
Mournc not, except thou forrow for my good, 

Onely giue order for my Funcrall. 

And fo farewell, and faire be all thy hopes. 

And profperous be thy Life in Peace and Warre. byes. 

Rich. And Pcace,no Warre,befall thy parting Soule. 
In Prifor. haft thou fpent a Pilgrimage, 

And like a Hermite ouer-paft thy dayes. 

Well,I will locke his Councell in my Brelt, 

And what I doe imagine, let that reft. 

Keepers conuey him hence,and I my felfe 
Will fee his Buryall better then his Life. 

Here dyes the duskie Torch of cJMorttmer t 
Choakt with Ambition of the meaner fort. 

And for thofe Wrongs,thole bitter Iniurics, 

Which Somerjet hath offer’d to my Houle, - 
I doubt not,but with Honor to redrefle. 

And therefore haftc I to the Parliament, 

Eytherto be reftored to my Blood, 

Or make my will th’aduantage of my good. 


Exit. 


Exit. 


Actus Ttmins. Scena Trima . 


Flourifh. Enter Kmg,Exeter,Glo(ler,Wincbcfter,W'arwickj 
Somerfst, Suffolk ,Richard Plantagenet. Clofler offers 
to put vp a Bill: tVinchefler fnatebes it tear es it. 

Winch. Coin’d thou with deepe premeditated Lines? 
With written pamphlets,ftudioufly deuis’d ? 

Humfrey of Glcftcr,if thou canft accufc. 

Or ought intend’it to lay vnto my charge. 

Doe it without inuention/uddenly. 

As I with fuddcOjand extcmporall fpeech, 

Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft obie£h 
C/fl.Pre fumptuous Prieft,this place comands my patiece, 
Or thoufhould’ft finde thou haft dis-honor’d me, 
Thinkcnot, although in Wtiting I preferr’d 
The rri^nner of thy vile outragious Crymes, 

That therefore 1 haue forg’d^or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearfc the Mcthode of n y Penne. 

No Prelate,fuch is thy audacious wickednefle* 

Thy lewd,peftiferous,and diffentiousprancks. 

As very Infants prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a moft pernitious Vfurer, 

Froward by nature 3 Enemie to Peace, 

Lafciuious,wanton, more then well befeemes 
A m3n of thy Profeflion,and Degree. 

And for thy Trecheric,what*s more manifeft ? 

In that thou layd’ft a Trap to cake my Lite, 

As well at London Bridge,as attne Tower. 

Befide,! feare me,if thy thoughts were lifted. 

The King,thy Soueraigne,is not quite exempt 
Fromenuious malliceof thy fwclling heart. 

Winch. Glofter, 1 doe defic thee. Lords vouchfafe 
To giue me hearing what I fiiall reply. 

If I were couetous,ambitious,orpexuerfe, 

As he will haue me: how am I fo poor c? 

Or how haps it,I feeke not to aduance 

Or rayfe my felfe? but kcepe my wonted Calling# 

And for Diffention,who preferretb Peace 
More then I doe ? except I be prouok’d. 

No,my good Lords,it is not that offends. 

It is not that,that hath incens’d the Duke ; 

It is becaufe no one (hould fway but hee. 

No one,but hee,(hould be about the King} 

And that engenders Thunder in his breaft, 

1 And 









































































